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Make A Wish 


Ka-dunk 
Ka-dunk 
Ka-DUNK. 


With a final asthmatic wheeze, the van fell back onto its chassis and stopped. A hiss of steam, or smoke, they 


couldn't tell, whistled from beneath the hood. 

“Shit!” Taylor bawled. "Why now?! Why fuckin’ here?!" 

Looking out of the window, Dave surveyed their situation They were in the middle of the desert, miles from 
anywhere, and night was beginning to fall. Already the sun was touching the mountains, the last rays of day 


painting the sky with oranges and pinks. 


Getting out, he flicked his fingers at the hood, only to pull them away. The heat from the engine could be felt 


from where he was standing. No touching required. Pulling out his phone, Dave looked at the screen and sighed. 


There was a single bar of signal and, like the van, the battery would soon give up the ghost. Like the few coins 
left at the end of the month, it was hanging on waiting for its next pay check of power. 


Dialling Gus, Dave hoped that the phone would hold on long enough to comect him. 

"Its mel" he squeaked when the phone was answered. "I need you to get me a tow truck" 

"| know it's you," was the surly answer. "What shit have you gotten yourself into now?" 

"Van's broken down. We're on route 3495" 

"What the fuck are you doing out there?!" 

"That doesnt matter right now," Dave whined. "My phone's fuckin’ dying and | need a fuckin’ tow truck" 

He gave Gus the number of the mile marker they'd just passed and hung up. As he did, the phone flickered, 
gave a warning tone, and turned itself off. Unless Taylor's phone was faring any better, they were alone 


Stranded in the desert. 


In the time it had taken him to make the call, the sun had dropped behind the mountains. A cool breeze was 
beginning to pick up and the sky was starting to turn inky black. 


He sighed as he got back into the car. Folding his hands over the wheel, Dave stared at the long road ahead of 
them. 


"So?" Taylor demanded, 
"There's a tow truck on its way. Might not be here till morning." 


"Great. Fuckin’ great. What exactly made you decide to come all the way out here to pick up this stupid rust 
bucket anyway?" 


In one of his usual fits of inspiration, Dave had decided to add another Volkswagen to his collection. The one 
he'd spotted had, indeed, been located on a small holding out in the desert. When the owner had said it had 
been drivable, Dave had believed them. Taking a look at it had convinced him even more that it would make the 
journey back to LA. So they'd taken one of the bikes, trudged out to the tiny house, piled the bike into the 
back of the van, and headed for home. 


Only for the engine to decide that, forty years after being built, it was going to give up. 


He didn't answer Taylor, instead choosing to stare at the wilderness before them. In its own way it was 


beautiful. Miles and miles of nothing. 


But it was a whole different ball game when you were stranded in it. 

"Do we have any food?" 

"Yeah," he murmured. "In the back. There's a pile of blankets, too." 

"Great. At least we're not going to starve or die of hypothermia" 

Sitting upright, Dave glared at the drummer. "Will you just drop it? We broke down but we managed to make a 
call. Someone will come and get us. Until then, how about just chilling the fuck out? l'm not happy either but at 
least I'm not going to sit here and bitch and moan" 

Silence fell over the van and Dave turned his attention back to the desert. There was nothing. No one had 
passed them and he couldn't see the lights of any buildings. It was just an expanse of nothingness with 
mountains skimming around the edges. In essence, it was the perfect place to mull over life, the universe, and 
everything. If only he didn't have to worry about being stranded. 

When something flashed by the corner of his eye, he flinched and turned his head. 

“The fuck?" he murmured. 

Another bright flash tore across the sky and Dave's face broke into a grin. "Holy shit!" 

"What the fuck are you thinking now?" Taylor demanded, 

"What's the date?" 

"What do you mean, what's the date?" 

"What's the date, Taylor?" 

"August twelfth? Why?" 

"Awww shit, yes!" Dave punched the steering wheel. "I'd fuckin forgotten about this!" 

Throwing open the door, he stepped out and turned his eyes heavenwards. The sky was inky black and as 
crystal clear as a still lake. Stars were painted there like diamonds and the Milky Way looked as though it had 
been born from the sweep of an artist's brush. Amid it all, shooting stars scorched across the sky, falling and 
burning out in bright blazes of light. 


"Dave?" 


Through the darkness, he watched Taylor walk up beside him. The dark haired man smiled and gestured to the 


sky. 
"Watch." 
"What is it?" 


"Nature's own firework show," Dave replied with a grin. "Happens every year in August when we pass through 
the tail of a comet." 


"And you'd know this how?" 


"I know you think I'm a fuckin’ Luddite, but | do read!" he protested. "Just ‘cause | don't always do it on my 
phone like you do." 


"I've seen you read on your phone," Taylor snickered. "Might have been porn but at least you've discovered 


how to hide it from the rest of the world" 

Dave glared and huffed before turning his eyes back to the sky. As the minutes ticked by, the number of 
meteorites that zoomed through the sky picked up. What had been one every few minutes now turned into 
two, three, four, and more. The two men fell silent, their eyes turned towards the sky. 

Dave walked away from the van and dropped himself into the middle of the road. With his hands behind his 
head, he lay back. The road was cold and hard but he didn't care as he took in the show above him. Nature's 
show, a reminder of how lucky they were to be living on a planet that could sustain them. A reminder that 
they shouldn't take it all for granted. 

A blanket was dropped onto his stomach and Taylor sat beside him. 

"Gonna stay out here in the middle of the road?" Taylor asked. 

"Yep." 

"Wanna get-" 

Dave cut him off. "Nope. Not in the middle of the road." 

"Fair enough." 

He felt the smaller man stretch out beside him. 


"Road's hard, dude," Taylor muttered. 


"| know. But how many times in your life are you gonna get to do this? Lie in the middle of the fuckin’ desert 


and watch a meteor shower?" 


Silence fell over them, only broken by the sound of the breeze rustling over the still desert. Dave pulled the 
blanket around him before folding his hands beneath his head. Around them he could hear the sounds of 
nocturnal creatures scuttling around His mind wandered and, not for the first time in his life, he debated what 
else was out in the universe. Were they alone? Had others found them? Had they found others? It seemed 
impossible for there to be so much space and for them to be the only inhabitants. And awfully lonely. What if 
there were other civilisations, ones that they, as humans, could learn from? What would they teach one 
another? Humans would probably teach another civilisation that the best way to settle an argument was with 
a gun. Or a nuclear weapon. It was a thought that made Dave sad, that the only contribution they may have to 
an intergalactic forum would be about the best way of killing their fellow beings. 


An arm wound over his chest and beneath his left arm. Freeing his arms from behind his head, he tossed his 
right one around Taylor's shoulder and drew the drummer's head to his chest. Taylor purred softly, his 
fingers tickling under Dave's arm. His played a steady, gentle rhythm down Dave's ribcage before letting his 
hand rest at the singer's waist. Smiling, he gently petted Taylor's hair. 

"Peaceful out here, huh?" 

"Sure is," Dave replied. "I know it's a little far from civilisation for you and | apologise." 


"s okay. I've got you." 


Now that made Dave's heart swell and his smile broke into a grin. He hugged Taylor tight and pressed a kiss to 
the top of the blonde man's head. 


"You made any wishes?" Taylor asked. 

"No. Should |?" 

‘Maybe. | mean, there's a ton of shooting stars." 

"| don't need to make any wishes." 

Taylor wriggled against him a little before settling down again. "Why not?" 


Two more meteorites scorched across the sky, their tales marking their path before they finished their bright 
descent through the atmosphere. 


"Because." Dave buried his nose in Taylor's hair. "| have everything I'll ever need right here." 


They were woken by bright, warm sunlight and aching bones. Blankets were piled around and under them and 
they'd used their jackets for pillows. They hadn't made it back into the van, instead choosing to spend the night 
below the stars, watching as the cosmos gifted them with an unforgettable experience. There had been gentle 
murmurs of turning it into a song, of talking about the rocks burned their way through the sky. Visitors from 


another place. 


Blinking, Dave struggled to sit up. Taylor shifted in his sleep, his head resting in Dave's lap. Before them sat 


another vision of beauty; a gleaming white tow truck. A guy leaned against it, grinning as Dave looked at him. 
"Damn," the driver said "Thought you were dead for a minute. You called for a lift?" 

"Yeah," Dave croaked. "Yeah, that would have been us." 

"Ready to go home?" 


Dave looked down at Taylor before turning his attention to the stark landscape around them. In the light of day 
it was a completely different place, barren and a little uninspiring. It didn't hold the same magic that it had the 
night before. But at least they'd seen something that had connected them with billions of other people. All 
across the globe, people had been looking skywards, hoping to see just one of the magical sparks. Like Dave, 
many of them would have debated the complexities of the universe and of the possibilities of life elsewhere. 


And he was determined that he would capture that moment for every one of those people who had turned 


their heads toward the night sky and thought, what if? 


"Yeah," he replied. "Yeah, we're ready to go." 


